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SECTION TWO. 


The Lie That Waked Tom Up 

By MARY SINGER 

Illustrated by WILL B. JOHNSTONE 


A Charming Tale of Awakened Ambition and Full-Flowering Love 


CHARACTERS IN THE STORY. 


TOM WINTERS, a man who got into a rut and told a lie. Mak¬ 
ing good on the lie he made good in another way and all his petty decep¬ 
tion was more than balanced by the outcome. 

ROSE WINTERS, his wife, who had taken on a sombre view of 
life all because some one else had been wearing blue glasses. 

WILIAM H BURR, who had a lot to do with rewarding a sus¬ 


tained effort in the right direction. 

MRS. BURR, who appears only incidentally but makes a good im¬ 
pression. 

MR. MELLET, whose reputation for being hardboiled was as well 
earned as that of a picnic egg—up to a certain point. 

THE BUDSONS, who are just real, fine, good, wholesome young 
folk and the best kind of neighbors 


O N Saturday night Tom Wln- 
trm allowed himself to be 
drawn Into a friendly fame 
or poker and won |S0. Which 
docn not signify that Tom was an ha¬ 
bitual card player; quite the contrary. 
Of all model husbunds. Tom stood 
somewhere In the lend of the proces¬ 
sion Weekly and to the dot he hand¬ 
ed over his unopened pay envelope. 

Such hod been hla Intention on this 
epoch marking Saturday night. But 
when he presented himself at his own 
apartment he found his wife gone, 
while a hurriedly scribbled note on the 
dining room table conveyed the moi¬ 
sture that she had been called to her 
mother. 

Thus the deviation of Tom Winters 
llom the path of husbandly virtue and 
tho accumulation of the aforesaid |30. 

All tho way home Tom Winters felt 
the burden of those thirty unearned 
dollars. What should he do with 
them? Ho might buy Rose one of 
those headed bags that her heart was 
so set on, and suy he had aaved the 
money out of hi* allowance. But. 
then, she might argue that the money 
could have been spent to better ad- 
tanlage. Ruse was like that—always 
denying herself the little things that 
she needed. Then again, he might buy 

an rleetrlc vacuum cleaner, or a- 

And, so pondering, he once more ap¬ 
proached his Bat and let blmsolf In. 
It was dark; she was not yet home. 
Tom (lipped out his pay envelope. He 
had nteamed It open to enter the 
game. For a few seconds he specu¬ 
latively eyed that manlla container of 
his weekly stipend, and then picked It 
UP. counted a flve-dollnr bill from his 
card earnings, placed It with the four 
tens, carefully reseated the envelope, 
and nut down to wait 

A little past midnight Rose came 
home. 

•'That you. Tomf 

"Yap.” 

"Mother's not feeling well. s„ I 
stayed"- 

Been In the light of the shaded lamp, 
she was a rather small Blip of a 
woman wlih pale, colorless, blond hair 
whose glints of red showed a possi¬ 
bility of henuty with proper care. Her 
round little face was pale and wore a 
worried, harassed look that quite ob¬ 
literated the charm of a pair of large, 
decidedly blue eyes. 

Coming to his chair, she made a 
perfunctory little peek at bis hair, and 
then added a passionless kiss on hi* 
check as he tried to draw her near. 

Then, lighting the pay envelopo on 
the nearby table, she reached for It 
and wearily opened It, counting the 
bills us a matter of course. Twice she 
counted them, and then, with a fleet¬ 
ing glance at Tom. counted them a 
third time—holding the additional five 
off from the rest. 

"Why—why, Tom—there's forty-live 
here.** 


*•1 know." 

"Vou got a raise?" 

Tom nodded. 

"Oh. Tom!" 

Whereupon slie threw her aims 
about fits neck, kissed him squarely. 
upon the lips, and then saok against 


him, quite overcome. For four year* 
he bad stood still at $40 a week. And 
now- 

"Maybe now. Tom. 1 can give the 
washing out?" 

"Too sure can, Roses." 

That pel name came hard to Tom 


Winters. It was the first time he bed 
called her that In four years. Once, It 
came to ble lips naturally, but that 
seemed years ago. when hope was high. 

Theirs had been ao anient and ro¬ 
mantic courtship, and they bad start¬ 
ed their marital life with fervor aad 


"OH—OH. TO—OM.” 


THE TEARS CAME AND SOBBING CONVULSIVELY SHE SANK DOW** ON 
THE BED. 
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confidence. People had said: "Tom 
Winters? oil. he'll make good In no 
Ume! He - * got pep and ambition! 
Borne hustler!" 

Those were the days when the 
dream of a house to the suburb^ was 
•till fresh enough to be almost within 
reach. Those were the limes when he 
could still flod oceans of pleasure In 
•Ironing down the Avenue of a Buo- 
day ami pointing out the car that he 
UU-nded to buy very, very soon Hut. 
alrargvlr. the house had materialized 
l«to a Ridgewood Bat. to and from 
artMeh he travelled for two hours each 
day: and the 'Suuday outings In the 
oar had bee.,me weekly pilgrimages 
either to h's mother or to her mother, 
followed by on evening spent In s 
stuffy movie house. 

Tom Winters didn't know how It 
had all come about Somewhere along 
those four years he had been robbed 
•f his seal, of his push, of his desire 
to gel ahead He couldn't pul his lin¬ 
ger upon the exact spot, hut It was so 
bard Just to keep existing. When one 
was through making both ends meet, 
thote was no room left for additional 
aim. 

And then Ihero had been the trans¬ 
fer to McUet's store. Very vaguely 
Tom recognized that change as the 
turning point for the worae. It had 
been preceded by a ten-dollar raise. 
Mellct's store was the most Impor¬ 
tant of the whole chain of haberdash¬ 
ery shops, and only the very finest 
•alesmen were detailed to It. And yet 
this same Mcllel had reduced him to 
a grind, to a cog In the wheel, to an 
obsequious menial who soft-footed be¬ 
hind the counter and Inquired one's 
wishes In a subdued, emotionless 

voice. 

And his own subjugation to condi¬ 
tion had dually engulfed Rose. There 
was the piano to prove It. How she 
bad loved to play It In those earlier 
days when their own little circle hnd 
considered her quite a genius, and the 
desire to study for concert work 
flamed In her breast! But the drudg- 
try and the effort lo pay for the little 
uprlghl hnd quite killed off that hope, 
and It now stood untouched, a monu¬ 
ment of four years' self-deprivation. 

As he sat there putting at his clga- 
relle, Tom Winters tried to place tho 
blame for his failure somewhere. Hut 
he couldn't. He had Just been dragged 
under with the tide. 

And then Rose pattered back from 
tho kitchen, carrying a silver coffee 
service that had been n wedding gift, 
t’p to this moment she hail never used 
It. It had been such u bother lo pol¬ 
ish. Rnpldli “he spread napkins and 
placed co'd chicken sandwiches upon 
the table, s, tiling lirrself lo pour cof¬ 
fee Into I lie very line china cups 

Tom Winters was liuielied. No -he 
was utterly shaken. 

"Isn't -won't It be a |< I •' work h 
clean tbnl afterward Ruses*' he 
asked 

■'Oh. no 1 '' she bed "Won't lake hut 
a moment.' 

T *M ale. and when he hltilSall 
bed choired away I hi* remains 
be cuine ind pul his hands 
Hnd. r his wlf.'s dun. lift ng 
her eyes to his 
•'1*1 ay something, dear ' 

’ Just for a moment she returned hi* 
steady gaxe, and then quietly seated 
herself, while her Angers groped over 
the keys for melodies she hud aim oh I 
forgotten. 

Tom si nod sad looked down upon 
her—wstchlng her red. roughened 
bonds search out the notes As he 
looked, a mist came over Ids eyes and 
• lump rose in tits throat. 

He stooped and quickly drew them 
to his lips. 

"Oh. don't. Tom," 

And then she broke down com¬ 
pletely. and he was forced lo pick her 
up. sit down In the wide morris chair, 
and comfort lwc like u hysterical baby. 
II seemed hours before her sobbing 
0 — s i t and she breathed normally 
again. Then she placed both hands 
upon his cheeks and looked straight 
Into his eyes. 

“Maybe now.'' she ventured, "things 
•III go a lot easier." 

"They will! They will!" promised 
Tom Winters; and though the words 
wers gcotle enough, the purpose that 
was suddenly trorn behind them was 
strong and bitterly determined. 

And that night, while she slept with 
fee traces of tears oa bee I sew, bar 


head snuggled aralnst his arm. Tom 
Winters lay wide-eyed, staring out 
Into the darkness. 

He had told a lie. For five mors 
weeks he could make good Ihal He. 
After that—Rod! It would out and 
out kill hrr faith In him If she over 
found out I 

"God!" 

Unuttersd. the cry went up from Ills 
very soul, earning blm to clench Ids 
hands In the Intensity of that prayer. 

The Winters didn’t go to their In¬ 
laws that Sunday. For'fully half an 
hour Tom busted himself with the 
Sunday paper, making notations as he 
read the lists of restaurants and places 
of amusement. 

Dinner ........... $1.50 ea. 13.00 

Tip . . .30 

Sunday movie.75 e». 1.50 

Car fare.10 as- .20 

Wjthin ht» coat pocket he found 
10 cents In loose change, whereupon 
he took out the card and added sttl! 
a fifth Item: 

Soda. .22 ea. .44 

Total. 15.44 

Then In went Into the kltihen where 
Ruse was beginning t« prepare 
luncheon. 

“Pul Hurl away. Rose," lie nrdrr.it. 
Inkles the paring knife from her fin¬ 
gers and shoving Hie pan of potatoes 
to anp side. "We're—were going to 
have dinner In tho city Coinr ..si now 


set things io rights, and let s get 
out." 

I T was well toward (lie end of that 
festive meal, while the waiter was 
clearing the table preparatory' to 
serving the desserts, that Tom 
suddenly sat stiff and erect. 

"Rose," he whispered, “there's Burr 
right over lo our side. He's the big 
boss, you know." 

Rose lifted her eyes and act fully 
turned her head. 

"Who's that with blm?” 

"Wife." 

"She—ah* doesn't look unusual Just 
like a nice motherly woman. Do you 
think lie saw you, Tomf 
"What If ha did? As far as this 
management Is concerned, nobody 
knows that he's the bosa and I'm the 
employee. My dollar-flfty and his are 
equally good.” 

A very sound Mill* speech. A bit 
soundest too, bul U was uttered to 


rover the panicky feeling that really 
possessed him. 

The desserts came and were In due 
ttmo disposed of. Tom reached Into 
his pocket and drew forth a pack of 
cigarettes, lighting one. and settling 
back In his chair. His first impulse 
had been to flee ns soon os he could, 
but a dogged persistence to hold Ills 
own counseled him otherwise. 

Burr and his wife rose. Theie was 
no need for them to pass Tom's table, 
yet Burr deliberately edged through 
the small spans ami came directly 
toward him. 

"How-do. Mr. Winters!" he greeted. 

“How-do. Mr. Burr! Wonderful 
day. Isn't it? My wife—Mr. Burr." 

Whereupon Mrs. Burr, who had 
come up behind, was Introduced. A 
gracious smile passed between t.ie 
women, the dinner was remarked 
upon, and they were off, 

•'Mica sort of man Isn'i he?' asked 
Rose. 

"Who? Burr? Oh. yes! He's all 
light." It was Mcllel w'.iora Tom 
hated. "Strange." he mused to him¬ 
self, "how big. how unafft cted. how 
democratic, the really b,g men are. 
and how pompous thrir under lings''— 
Mellet. of course, in hi* mind—“are." 

The movie house winch they chose, 
of all the number, to honor with their 
presence, featured a play dealing with 
llie very problem upon which their 


own lives had So nearly been wrecktd. 
AH through it Torn sat silently look¬ 
ing ahead. Borne time during the per¬ 
formance Hoar's hand crept shyly Into 
his own. but he Just covered It and 
continued to stare ahead. Then there 
was a comedy by way of lightness and 
relief, and while Rose laughed as he 
hadn't heard her laugh In a long time, 
he barely looked at the screen. He 
was still thinking. 

VO UNO girl—blond, flower- 
like. in hoop skirts and bon¬ 
net—came out and sang "On 
the Bonnie. Bonnie Banks of 
Loch t-omand." As her voice plain¬ 
tively and delicately Intoned Hie 
words. Rose pressed his arm. 

Tve—I've got that home. Tom. - she 
whispered. 

“Can you sing It?" 

"M-m." 

"Pretty thing, all right." 

“WTi*t? The song or the g.rir' 


* "The song and my girl.'' 

“T-oml" 

AH In all. that day was a day of 
days. To Tom It brought back all the 
sweetness, all the softness, all the 
hushed expectancy that had marked 
their honeymoon four year* before. 
Even the Jolt home In the packed. Ill- 
smelling subway failed to disturb the 
peaceful spirit that enveloped him. 
Tired. V but Inexpressibly happy, they 
trudged the five long blocka from the 
station to their flat. 

That night Tom Wlntors lay awake 
again—bul It was not to puxsle over 
what the future might bring: It was 
to vow to himself, with every fibre, with 
every breath, that he would keep that 
amlle on Rose's lips: that he would 
make It easier fnr laughter to come 
and for song to bubble forth. 

And so. In a new frame of mlad 
whistling cheerily. Toni Winters arose 
an Moodsy morning and ael forth to 
work. 

Vet the In riant he passed the 
threshold of the shop wherein Mellet 
reigned nn undisputed king, n damp, 
chill blanket tiled lo fasten down upon 
him. 

"No. you don't!'' he defied that 
spirit of awe nnd fear which tried lo 
drive away every (Illumined resolu¬ 
tion from his mind. 

"Good morning, everybody!" 

In defiance to that ominoua cheer- 
lesanesa, Tom Winters sang the creel- 
Ing oui with nn exaggerated bravado. 
For one moment the startled rlerks 
were almost shaken from their habit¬ 
ual repression. Hut the next Instant 
they danced siliTOiitllloiisly toward 
the corner where Mr. Mellet stood 
glaring upon Ihe reckless Intruder. 

"Oh, good morning. Mr. Mellet." 

And then, because he feared lo wall 
and sec whether there would t*e a re- 
p'V to that creeling. Tom Winters 
throw hi* hat upon a shelf under Ihs 
counter and broke forth Into "The 
Ronnie, Bonnie. Bn-unks of—Loch Lo- 
mood " 

A rt'STOMBB entered. With a 
hound Tom cleared the space 
between them. 

"Ves. sir?" 

"I want to see a sports shirt. Got 
am tldnu new ?'' 

"Sport* shirt." repealed Tom. "Oh, 
yes! lost step this way. Here arc 
some'—hauling forth a box with 
one .!■ ft movement "(hat are marked 
si" tally Ihi* week. Five dollars. 
tP ulttr nlne-ihillHr v titles. They 
won't he diinlteaii'd. cither. Fine. 

only, washable s Ik Stan Is t iun- 
dorlng Quiet patterns Vein'll take 
three? Ves. »|r Have you sn n our 
new ties* We have ■ derided reduc¬ 
tion on knitted ntode's." 

For half an hour Tom Winters kepi 
up an enthusiastic flow of talk Al 
the end of lids lime tie rapidly added 

the r-mts of Ihe different Heins and 
sang out: 

"FIftv dollars straight, sir Take II 
H">v or have Ihe package sent?" 

The morning wore on. Three more 
large sale* were recorded, the mysti¬ 
fication of the clerks growing with 
each one. Then Tom Winter* went 
out fn lunch and did o thing he hadn't 
done In four years. 

"Thut you. Hoses?" he asked as Ihe 
operator switched him on and he heard 
h's wife's soft answer. There was a 
little gasp, quickly Stifled. Mint told 
him only loo pointedly how he had 
surprised her. "Happy?" 

"Why—yes." 

"Wlu»t you been doing?" 

"Oh. cleaning, and dusting, and— 
oh. yes! Tom. I’ve been practising 
that song wo heard. Coming home 
rarlv?" 

"Seven to the doll Good by. Keep 
smiling, Boses!" 

That afternoon Mcllel was culled 
away lo n conference with Burr. And 
a customer came In who asked for a 
pure linen shirt 

"Linen?” rettosle*l Tom. "But" 
"Linen la who* ' “aid. Have you or 
haven't you got it?" 

Tom's mind look a lightning leap to 
Ihe stock In the hack room. Two year* 
before he had himself stored away 
linens and cambrics. 

“We have, sir. Will you wait, 
please, while I go to our reserve 
stock?" 

Turn brought forth the linens The 
styles were plain and conservative 
and the price togs still bore the old 
figures. 

"H-m.” grunted the customer. 
"Thai's what I want. I'll lake six," 
When he left the store, Tom Win¬ 
ters stood and stared nt him for the 
barest fraction of a second. Then he 
dashed into the Inner stock-room and 
returned laden with boxes. From 
these lie selected a few plain models, 
placed them in the window, and set¬ 
tled down to hand-letter a sign: 

Vary Special Offer 
For To-Day 
A Limited Number of 
REAL LINEN SHIRTS 
St 

**•» 

The Metropolitan Men's Haberdash¬ 
ery Simp* didn't behove In liticrlng 



TOM SELECTED A FEW PLAIN MODELS AND PLACED THEM 
IN THE WINDOW WITH A HAND-LETTERED SIGN. 
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Aclr window* with paper Blunt. aa- pern Invaded the store. Prom .early 

nouming sales. Such a policy »iu morning tilt night things hummed 

hardly In keeping with tlielr principles along with such speed that Hellet 

amt the clam of customers they drew. hlinaell was forced to go behind Ui« 

"R-ay! I m-sjt, Winters!" began counter, 

one of the clerks, who had watched And then J. M. Burr himself trotted 
Tom's movements with growing In. 

alarm. "Did Metlel tell you to"- lie was pufBng from too much 

Tom swung around abruptly. walking, but the genial smlla that al- 

"Mellet," ho declared with undue ways lit his face radiated good cheer, 

emphasis, "didn't toll me anything. "Hello. Mallet! Just got a card 

But"- from ray friend Tom telling mo to 

He closed hla lips grimly. The pus- drop In here. Could get a few bar- 

sled salesman looked at him, and a gains, dot some one to wait on ms?" 

new thought was born in his mind. Mellct took the card from Burr's 

Certainly Winters had been acting hand and read It over. Never a word 

strangely all day. Perhaps old man did he nay about It 

Burr himself—The Impression spread “Mr. Winters h*re will serve you.* 

to the others. Tom felt ths blood come pounding 


the msgnorwble poker gams. 

"Time's almost up," he ounwnd. 
All daring that fifth week ba wwm 
about with a sick heart fa retag a 
spirit of cheerful pep Into hla rubai, 
home soot At noun bonr he ale off 
lunch, but wont around to the differ¬ 
ent shops to see wh e ther ha oosM 
land another Job that would pay him 
more. Bat they were scare# sad bud 
to find, and the salaries, ha discov¬ 
ered, wore folly 110 less than hs was 
then getting. In every place It was 
the same old story. Didn't make any 
difference what your record was be¬ 
fore—you had to make good la the 


P« •« ht-MuUs't It was imw» 
■HI to hHn some four roars before 
nad u rn Par a day had he been wrm. 
mil If be eotild only put off wiling 
IMS for « woek or two 1'fm.s nad 
peso eeineUilng In Hi Hat's altitude 
fist afternoon- 

"Well. Winters." h» had queried. "all 
played suit No mm new 

"Not ■;& your swssi lifei ' fuss had 
retorted. Ten lust laylnr *•>« lilt 
things establish ifcouiaelv*. , n Hits 
new plane. We deat wans U l.e*-<vnf 
an everyday sale aad harpHn «'m«. 
like those pianos that ass gwaut wi >1 
has*com every day few ths las* :»n 
years. Too many sales ap«U ti.o puif. 
Tile Idea Is ta hold one every n.>w 
and then—with a eonaiderwbtc lapse of 
time in between Thai's what brings 
results. 1 ' 

"1 scs." 

**Tou sea." Tom had' thought. “I 
wonder how much yes really do era." 

At Uw subway entrance he met a 
friend, who fisehed a heavy and fat 
bank note roll. Jle could oak him for 
a loan. Ha was anre he'd gel It too. 
People trusted him. 

“But what's tbs u»e? What's the 
user' 

He atumbled hoinsar.iil. 

“Hello, dear!" Rosos soft arms 
twined themselves about hla n.*-k as 
she kissed him cootly. 


“Hello, Winters' 


A T B.SO, when Mellet returned. 

the shop waa doing a hust¬ 
ling business, and Tom Win¬ 
ters was perhaps the busliil 

of all. 

Six o'clock came. The shades n vo 
drawn down In the windows, the 
counters were covered, boxes and pa¬ 
pers cleared awuy. and the clerks filed 
out with mumbled good-nights. 

"Just a minute. Winters," 

"Yes, Mr. Mellet." 

"Who authorised that change In the 
windows? And who gave you per- 
mission to hold a saleT" 

' Nobody, sir. 1 did It myself. I 
happened to go into the stock-room 
for a linen shirt. There has boon a 
sort of new demand for linens. So I 
Just thought this waa a good chance 
to sill off the old stock." 

"I see." 

That was all. 

Tom Beaded for the subway. All the 
way home he swung from a strap, 
brooding over the events of the day, 
lie was tiled More, he was de¬ 
pressed He had made a good start, 
lie hud lo hand It to himself. But 
what If It didn't bring him ltig de¬ 
sired raise? 

"Then." he told himself grimly. "It'll 
he worth the fight Just to know that 
I've won hack my pep, my push, my 
ambition." 

Al home Rose grided him with a 
shy kiss. She had on a dainty llttic 
frock that belonged somewhere hack 
In their courtship days. 

'•'I.o. Ruses!'' 

"Hello. Tom! Tired?" 

"You Just said it! Worked some 
hard to-da.v. Something nice to eat? 
My. hut doesn't somebody's sweet¬ 
heart look tipping!" 

It was well toward in o'clock when 
Rose suddenly turn'd fiumlho piano 
where sib- hud been recalling old mol¬ 
ed Ion 

"Von I. now, Tmn? That suit of 
yours looks -ort of shabby You ought 
to h cm a » to wear your Sunday 
suit down to business.** 

"Iliil. good l.ord! 1 couldn't .iflord 
another suit right nmv Not with the 
high price of merchandise. Why, you 
can't imirtt a c ally di ent suit under 
ISO. 150." 

"Yea. you nt. Ml* (Unison mst 
tloor diowi'il me a so I her htinhand 
Just had made. Cmi him $100 Hut 
he can't wear It The coat's too tight 
across Ihe shoulders." 

Hand In hand they knocked nt their 
nelirhlinr's up.ii iment. 'roni which an 
hour lu'er. having listened to several 
records, dance,I u walla or two. por- 
t a Kell of a glass nf I" , I beer, Tom 

Winters led his wife In k. a smt of 
new i tellies ovi r one arm. 

"Nice folks. Ule Hudson'-." 

“Awfully They're Just Married 
about three months Don't yim think 
AIH:e is a dear?" 

p. I. he Hudson belter, though. 
It eg'la I- fellow. That's a nice sol, too. 
H.iecnln. I'll say. Rose*, bet I look 
Ilk*' II Mi llion dollars In It. 


T OM i cached Into lit* pocket anff 
extracted hla pay envelope. 

“Haven't time to take II 
now Drop It Into my bag. 
will you? And hurry up. The Hudson* 
arc having a Utile party to-night and 
we're Invited to ruppr**. CJo on. dear, 
rush Into your things! They're all laid 
out on the bed." . 

It wns a lolly assemblage that gath¬ 
ered in the Hudson homo. Tho little 
repast waa delicious; and. to finish, 
them were home-made cookies and 
fresh orangeade. 

Then Hudson enjoined quiet upon 
every one. and led Rose to the plane. 

"Mrs. Winters Is going to give us a 
tunc or two." he announced. 

Tom started. There waa a lime 
when It was quite natural for Hose to 
perform publicly. But now—she gave 
so little time lo practising. Why. R 
was only Kit weeks ago that she had 
approached tlielr own piano for the 
first time In nearly four years! He 
didn't want her to trip up on anything. 

Nor did she. Smoothly, with all 
Iholr old agility, her angers flew across 
tho keyboard us the old favorite melo¬ 
dies sang ,,ut Into tho night 
Two bright spots of ooltr leaped lo 
her checks; her eyes shone with pleas¬ 
ure; and a» .‘•ho received the sincere 
kit!'* i 'lupllnicnln and plaudits, she 
flashed Tom a glance of utter hnppl- 
nvs Hh'l struck despair into his heart. 

How could ho loll her? Hho had 
been so happy tlo'se Iasi weeks There 
had been born between them some¬ 
thin? tender and line. Could he tear 
that nlei 11 mi l consign themselves 
again to l lie prosaic, hopeless plane of 
living ii it had Imprisoned them be¬ 
fore? 

"1*11 JilsI run Inlo Ihe kitchen and 
lake a cup of inllk." whispered Hose 
as they eiH' ied tlielr own flat. "Want 
some, too?" 

"No. thank* I'll turn In. I'm tired." 
In the di'iom. Imwevor. ho moinen- 
lurlly nwiil*• .1 a cry from her. Dould- 
loss clic would open the envelope now, 
How bo dreaded In meet her question¬ 
ing faro! for ten minutes he In si- 
t.itod before switching off Ihe light, 
and then leaving II brlghl, lie crept 
into lieil. whole lie lay r,c another 
quarter ,,r au lemr during nt the ee>|- 
Ing? What rnillil tie detaining her? 

And lh. n the door opened and she 
came Into the room. Tho opened en¬ 
velope was hi per hand. 

"Win why oh Tom! why d dn'» 
yon tell me?" 

Cold apprehension gripped at hla 
heart lh* nit up and looked her 
bravely in the eves, 

"Oh. Tom!" The tours ramo. and, 
sobbing eonviilHlvt'ly sbo sunk down 
on the bed. 

A whole Inn. nt of words ft. w lo 
Tom's lips and in their rfr.«i to gain 
precedence over one another, he be¬ 
come quite tongue-tied. 

"Why - you hoc dear---Roses defer— 
I was trying '• •-.'•* it for the morn¬ 
ing when VOti min'd ho able t„ take 

it more cfelntly. I wanted to"- 

“But—bid seventy-five a week! 

Tom! That'* a fortune! I—oh—I"-- 

Tom sat i->li nprlght 
"Wimt—whul me yon talking 
about?" 

He took il.s envelope out or bar 
band and read the slip of paper that 
accompanied the bills: 

Tho Metropolitan Men's Haber¬ 
dashery Shops wish to thank you 
fir ynur very line work. 

Beginning Monday, you will be 
In charge of the shop now con¬ 
ducted by Mr. Mellet, who has on- 
IhiislUKth ally rei'omincnded you lo 
succeed him while he takes charge 
of our new shop on (Kill Street, 
Your salary wifi start with $7'. ;« 
week. JAMKS M BURR. 

That night Tom Winters lay awake 
again, and ir ever u man wanted to 
cry for sheni- tliaiibfulneiia It wns ho. 
It was a good old world alter all. and 
the man who longlit his game bravely, 
nquarelv. ccuKeirisiy was bound to 
win' 


•COUNTED A FIVE-DOLLAR BILL FROM HIS CARD EARNINGS. 
PLACED IT WITH THE FOUR TENS AND CAREFULLY RESEALED 
THE ENVELOPE." 


"II.ild tight!" he counselled himself 
fiercely "Hi*re's your test!" 

"Yes. sir?" lie stepped forward 
briskly. '‘Shirts? Certainly. Here 
ure some of the finest linens. Pre-war 
stock offered at pre-war prices. Just 
six of them left. You know tholr 
brand. Mark'*! to day at $7. Sold 
them only lust week at $11.95. All nix. 
sit? Hurd or soft collars to wear 
with them? Both? Yes, air. Here 
arc the latest models—low and com¬ 
fortable. No. sir. No reduction. New 
stock. Have you seen our socks for 
sports shoes? Hook them over, sir. 
Not a flaw In Hie weave. Six pairs? 
All right, sir." 

Moving so swiftly as almost to doxe 
Burr, keeping up a convincing line of 
chatter. Tom pretty soon piled up a 
considerable mound of merchandise. 
The bill totalled way pnst $50. 

Burr laughed as he drew the 
money from his pocket 

"Tell you what, Mellet," he chaffed. 
'H haven't bought as much from my¬ 
self In n long, long time. Clot to hand 
It lo you. old man. you're some shark 
nt training salesmen. Ho long. Mellet)'* 


"How-do. -Mr IHlrr!' 

"What you doing here?" 

Tom gulped. 

"Booking over the merchandnv and 
comparing prices." he lied promptly. 

"Flue Idea. I tell you, Mellet has 
the right slant on things. You can't 
have faith In your own stuff unless 
you are absolutely sure It's the bent 
there Ls at the price. Well, sec you 
again." 

Mellet had the right Ideal A bitter 
smile forced Itself to Tom’s bps. Wlmt 
a world this was. People getting credit 
for the things they didn't do; other 
people not getting credit for the things 
they did do. Some little old game. 
Either you beat tho game to It, or the 
game beat you. 

There came the night when he put 
the last Ave-dollar bill Into hls pay 
envelope. Before him lay an empty, 
dreary week, and at the end of It—« 
confession to Rose. He would have to 
tell her. He would hove to see the 
stricken, disappointed look flash across 
her face abd a quiver take the soft¬ 
ness from her lips. She wouldn't ting 
to him any more. They would have 
to forego their Sunday outings—and 
ho would fall Into the place of a liar 
and a deceiver. 

Yel when the night came, he weak 
ened As he passed a pawnshop he 
Angered hls watch. It would bring 


I T was along during Ills thud week 
of his self-bestowed Increase that 
the postcard Idea struck Tom 
Winters. They had been taking 
Inventory of their slock, and as buck 
numbers and broken lots were brought 
to light It suddenly occurred to him 
that If they only could use some form 
of advertising, ail that back stuff 
could be made to bring very line re¬ 
turns. 

The store had a fine active list of 
customers. To each of these he 
would send a postal curd purporting 
to come from a friend. It would run 
something like this; 

Rap. Old Man: Prop into Ihe 
Metropolitan Haberdashery fthop 
to-morrow. They've an fntrnfnrp 
•ale whith It nol being adver¬ 
tised. 

Just bought so me stuff myself. 
Home real values. Thought 'it ItI 
you know. Your friend, 

TOM. 

"I'll wilte Ihe things out by hand, 
and so give them the personal touch." 
he mused ns he looked at hls trial 
card. “And 1 guess It's all right to 
sign them Tom. Nearly every man 
haa a friend or an acquaintance 
named Tom." 

Then came another problem. Who 
would pay for those cards? Mellet 
would certulnly not sanction such an 
Idea. 

'Til order them anyway." he de¬ 
cided. The bill won't come up for 
another month. If the Idea works 
they certainly won't kick. If It doesn't 
work—1 guess I'll be kicked." 

But the plan worked. Out of a clear 
sky. so It seemed to MeUet and the 
ether dorks, a veritable mob of eliop- 


O N Saturday night, for the 
fourth time. Tom Winters 
steamrd open hla envelope 
and inserted $5. Then ho 
looked at the ten still remaining from 


NEXT SATURDAY'S COMPLETE STORY 


By SOPHIE KERR UNDERWOOD 

Illustrated by WILL B. JOHNSTONE 


ORDER YOUR EVENING WORLD IN ADVANCE 


t'o|iyi!|lii AM lights 
Prll.'-d by »"*'IK*'II«M Willi 

M*i<»p4ll'an SjKfeeat*. N.w f, 



